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to Russell on the Greek succession, acquainting him that
the Prime Minister would be " sorry to see a Hen Leuchten-
berg on the perch from which we have excluded the cock
bird "; a gentleman who called to explain the blessings
of monarchy in Mexico; a friendly line to Minnie Shaftes-
bury, enclosing five thousand pounds and insisting on his
right to pay his half of her son's start in the world; a grave
essay for Leopold, explaining with a wealth of historical
illustration the drawbacks of Napoleon's predilection for a
general Congress to resettle everything; a call from Mr.
Lowe, who wanted to resign because he found promotion
slow; the never-ending talk in Parliament; and mountains
of red boxes. Appearing for an instant in the role of Baron
Haussmann, he found time for a speech about the Thames
Embankment and its impressive prolongation in Queen
Victoria Street. He saw the Prince of Wales marry his
pretty Alexandra in St. George's Chapel and dropped a tear
at sight of the Queen watching wistfully in black from a
gallery. He dined the happy couple at Cambridge House,
was off to Scotland, made a speech at Glasgow as Lord
Rector, and was acclaimed all the way down the Clyde in
triumph on a paddle-box. At Edinburgh he scaled Arthur's
Seat, and in spite of gout found the ascent much what it
used to be when he lodged with Dugald Stewart sixty years
before. An old maid of Mrs. Stewart's was still alive,
and he called on her for copious recollections of 'young
Maister Henry/

He was not failing yet, and his pen could still do justice
to the scoundrelly slave-traders in Brazil: " The Conduct
of the Brazilian Government resembles that of a Billingsgate
fishwoman seized by a Policeman for some misdeeds. She
scolds, and kicks, and swears, and raves, and calls on the
mob to help her, and vows she won't go to the Lock-up
House . . . but when she feels the strong gripe of ihe
Policeman, and finds he is really in earnest, she goes as qmet
as a lamb, though still using foul-mouthed language at tfee
corner of each street." Scandal assaulted him that year*
and Mr. Delane even heard it " set to filthy tunes and srog,
in the streets/' For Palmerston, at seventy-eight, was